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The Beginnings
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The story of the Brighton Werecat began in the Spring of 1904 when a young Celia Joscelyn took up a post at the Dodge and Clark Stammering College. Miss Joscelyn traveled every Thursday to teach at the school, where young students would stay to learn skills to overcome their stuttering problems. She was beloved by her students, often displaying extra patience and compassion for her pupils. 

In October of that year, Miss Joscelyn was offered room and board at the college in an effort to increase her presence and teaching load from one day a week to three. Miss Joscelyn accepted the post happily, as her heart had always been with her students. On October 31st, Miss Joscelyn permanently moved her three teaching dresses, two pairs of shoes, and her beloved brown cat - Wicket to the 3rd floor of the college. It was here that she and Wicket would spend the remainder of their lives. 
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The Fire
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The winter came hard that year for the small village of Brighton. Single-digit temperatures plagued the residents more frequently than usual and several townspeople lost their lives that year. To make matters worse, an outbreak of influenza had the entire village on edge. The village was struggling. 

The Dodge and Clark Stammering School was not immune to the challenges that plagued the rest of Brighton that winter. The influenza outbreak had claimed the lives of 3 students, and the bitter cold had left the remaining students shivering through their classes, frequently asking their teachers to add another log to the fire just to help keep their ink from freezing. The suffering of the children especially pained Miss Joscelyn’s heart. She would travel to the nearby woodlands to gather extra firewood and stoke the fire during her classes to help the children stay warm. Her extra efforts did not go unappreciated, earning her extra love from the children of the school. 

That Christmas was hard on the children. Being the only school for stuttering children within the region, many were miles from their families. Given the especially harsh winter conditions that season, extra stockings hung from the mantle around the common room fireplace. The children spent their Christmas morning slowly savoring the nickel-piece peppermint stick that was placed carefully in their stockings. Miss Joscelyn quieted their sobs that evening, playing and singing Christmas carols on the school's donated piano that sat in the common room directly across from the fireplace. 

The next term started that January with fewer students than normal as many did not return, electing to remain at home with their families rather than brave traveling the many miles back to the school. It was a harsh time for the school. Funds were nearly as low as moral. Miss Joscelyn made extra trips to the woods that January, hoping to offer a little more hope to the remaining students that they would make it through the winter. She always kept the fire burning hot. 

On the night of January 17th, Miss Joscelyn went about her regular routine, making rounds to check on the children and adding extra logs to the fire. She and her cat Wicket crept quietly through the residential quarters of the school, listening for the small snores of the children before settling in next to the fire for some quiet reading. There was a bitter chill in the air that evening as Miss Joscelyn prepared to make her way back to her living quarters. Worried the cold would rouse the children, she quietly added two more logs to the fire that evening in the hopes that the common room would be at least bearable in the morning for children’s lessons. Promptly after adding logs to the fire, she and Wicket extinguished the candles in the common room and made their way quietly to bed. 

Later that evening, around 1 AM, the wind began to howl as a winter storm made its way through the village. Blizzard-like conditions raged through the village that evening, with a deafening howl in the air. Large gusts could be heard all through the school, as small bursts whistled through the cracks of the building. Around 2 AM that evening, the Dodge and Clark Stammering College came to an end. Wind bursts had enraged the fire in the common room, forcing orange and blue flames to scatter throughout the building at an alarming rate. Within minutes, the fire had made its way to the residential quarters. 

By the time the alarm was raised, it was too late. Miss Joscelyn was awakened to the sounds of screams. Jumping to action, she immediately raised the alarm by grabbing the pistol the school kept for such an event and began firing out a nearby window, hoping to gain the attention of the town residents. Unfortunately, the gunshots were muffled by the roaring storm. By the time the local fire team arrived, children were jumping from windows in an effort to escape engulfment. Miss Joscelyn did her best to round as many students out of the school as she could, but exits were few and the flames were everywhere. Through her efforts, she attempted to contain the fire by closing off doors throughout the school, hoping to buy enough time to get the children out. One of those doors was that of her own bedroom, where her beloved cat Wicket became trapped, falling victim to the blaze. Miss Joscelyn herself also lost her life that night in the fire. 

The fire team arrived at the scene of the fire just in time to find the entire building ablaze. Reports from witnesses claim that children were seen jumping out of windows into the snowbanks below. As many as 40 students and teachers were claimed by the fire. By the time the fire was extinguished, there was little left of the Dodge and Clark Stammering College. To this day, only the stone foundation of the school remains, as a grueling reminder of the tragic night. 

The fire roused the community to action, as they vowed never to let that level of tragedy occur in the village again. The citizens scraped together enough funds to commission the construction of a more robust alarm system for the town’s fire team. The Village of Brighton elected to cast a large bell that would ring above the most violent storm, and ensure that history would not repeat the loss of life that occurred on January 18, 1905. In the Spring of 1905, the Betsey Ann Bell was christened and mounted in what is now known as the Betsey Ann Park. 
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The Betsey Ann Bell and the Brighton Werecat


[image: ]


The village community was feeling relieved. The Betsey Ann Bell had been mounted and the winter had broken. The influenza epidemic had subsided and things were looking up for the little town. As the town began to bounce back, a celebration was planned for the fall to commemorate the lost souls of the January fire by hosting a picnic in the shade of the new bell. On Friday, October 13th of 1905, the village gathered to celebrate community, progress, and remember the lost children and the beloved teacher, Miss Joscelyn. A live band played uplifting gospel music, while children ran around waving ribbons in the air. The picnic concluded with the first ringing of the new Betsey Ann Bell. It’s sound resonated in the ears of all those that were present, letting out a deafening tone. The townsfolk cheered and cried, and made their way back to their homes, feeling safe for the first time since the fire. It wasn’t until that evening that things began to change for Brighton. 

The evening was bright that night, with shadows casting from the light of the full moon. The night was cool and brisk, as was typical of that time of year in the village. The townsfolk were nestling down for the night with full bellies from the festivities of the day. Overall, it was a quiet night. Three groundskeepers were still working well into the evening, cleaning up the park area after the picnic. Everything seemed quite ordinary until one of the groundskeepers became very startled. Frightened, he rushed to his colleagues to tell them what he had heard. 

Thomas Maple explained that he had been working under the bell when he began to feel very uneasy. He told his colleagues that he suddenly felt the hairs on the back of his neck stand on end, and smelled a strong odor of burnt hair. Freezing in place and fearing that something was not right, he stood as still as possible, in hopes of identifying the source of his anxiety. Just then, he heard it. A glutenous howl rang through his ears. Now terrified, Thomas ran to his colleagues to alert them of what he had heard. While fleeing the site of the bell, he apprehensively glanced behind him to see, standing just beneath the bell, a large creature. He described the creature as being nearly as tall as a man and standing on hind legs. Extending from the rear of the creature was a long tail, like that of a cat. Glowing yellow eyes below long pointed ears glared at him, giving him the sensation that the creature was about to make chase. 

Thomas’ colleagues scoffed at his description but could see that their friend was indeed very frightened. Gathering whatever makeshift weapons they could find, they offered to escort him back to his post to investigate further, only to find nothing of note around the bell. Thomas, still shaking from the encounter, swore to his colleagues that the creature
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